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and opinion. On that account alone I was immediately, definitely,
and I fear passionately, anti-clerical in outlook and temper, and
there was in consequence the possibility that this strong bias might
affect my judgment on the questions I had set myself to study.
These were in themselves immense. To make an attempt to solve
the mystery of the universe was like trying to hold with one hand a
globe that was too big to grasp. None of the traditional explana-
tions— loudly proclaimed as satisfactory by the churches and
theologians—appeared to face the fundamental problem, while the
Mosaic account of creation seemed to be merely a picturesque
speculation. Moreover, the anxieties of my mind were personal
and, for the most part, incommunicable. I did not then know
any one to whom I could have mentioned this inner conflict, without
almost certain misunderstanding, and I afterwards considered this
as fortunate, for 'when the soul arms for battle, she goes forth alone.'*
Since the time when these anxieties concerning my spiritual life
took place many years have passed; but even now, I find it almost
indelicate to write about them. They seem to belong to the
inviolable chambers of my own being, and to expose them to the
criticism of those who have never experienced what spiritual
suffering means is altogether distasteful. But to omit from this
record any account of the mental anxieties, explorations, doubts,
and accommodations, through which I went, would deprive it of
that which, perhaps more than anything else, gives to it coherence
and meaning.
As a youth my conception of God was associated with an over-
powering sense of guilt and fear. Nothing in the religious instruc-
tion that I had received had been more continuously impressed
upon my mind than that, in common with my fellow men, I had
been 'born in sin and shapen in iniquity*; that I merited destruction
at the hands of the outraged Creator of the world; that He was a God
of wrath and vengeance; that in some dreadful celestial ledger all
my sinful desires, thoughts, and deeds were remorselessly recorded,
and that the only method by which I might, through God's grace,
escape from well-merited punishment in the quenchless fires of
hell, was by complete repentance and continual prayer.
This crude orthodoxy cast a blight upon my young life, and my
sense of personal wickedness was intensified by disturbing questions
which arose in my mind; questions which I dared not avow, and
which I could neither answer nor suppress. Why, for example,
should I 'fear' God? Was He not a God of Love; a forgiving

